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At First Universal Symbol Was Token
of Submission and Respect

For Enemy.

Perhaps you have noticed that when-
ever a prominent person dies, espe-
cially if he is connected with the gov-

ernment, the flags on public build-
ings are hoisted only part of the way
up, remarks the Toronto Mail and Ex-

press. This is called "half mast" Did
you ever stop to think what connec-
tion there could be between a flag
that was not properly hoisted and the
death of a great man?

Ever since flags were used in war it
has been the custom to have the flag
of the superior or conquering nation
above that of the Inferior or vanquish-
ed. When an army found Itself hope-
lessly beaten it hauled its flag down
far enough for the flag of the victors
to be placed above it on the same
pole. This was a token not only ol

10 I pelted to spend the night alone in thatlakelet was rimmed with ice on the
shaded side. This enchanting little
body of water was fed by the melting
snow from the crest and peaks, which
in the clear, pure sunshine and rarl-fle- d

air of the mountains seemed to
rise and confront her within a stone's
throw of the place where she stood.

On one side of the pretty lake In

the valley, or pocket, beneath, there
was a little grassy clearing, and there
the dweller In the wilderness had
built a rude corral for the burros. On

a rough bench by the side of the door
she saw the primitive conveniences to
which he had alluded. The water
was delightfully soft and as It had
stood exposed to the sun's direct rays
for some time, although the air was
nrrendlnelv crlsn and cold. It was

no-- upja.ji,

as she would to put It out of her mind.
Well, she was a fairly sensible girl;
the matter was passed, It could not be
helped now, she would forget It as
much as was possible. She would
recur to it with mortification later on,

but the present was so full of grave
problems that there was not any room
for the past -

CHAPTER XII.

A Tour of Inspection.
The first thing necessary, she de-

cided, when she had satisfied her hun-

ger and finished her meal, was to get
word of her plight and her resting
place to her uncle and the men of the
party, and the next thing was to get
away, where she would never see this
man again, and perhaps be able to for-

get what had transpired yet ,there
a strange pang of pain In her

heart at that thought!
No man on earth lad ever so stim

ulated her curiosity as this one. Who

he? Why was he there? Who

the woman whose picture he had
quickly taken trom her gaze? Why

so splendid a man buried himself
alone in that wilderness? These re
flections were presently Interrupted by

reappearance of the man him
self. , '

"Have you finished?" he asked, un-

ceremoniously standing In the door-

way as he spoke.
"Yes, thank you, and it was very

good indeed." ,

Dismissing this politeness with a
wave of his hand, but taking no other
notice, he spoke again.

"If you will tell me your name"
"Maltland, Enid Maltland."
"Miss Maltland?"
The girl nodded. .

"

"And where you came from, I will

endeavor to find your party and see
what can be done to restore you to
them."

"We were camped down that canon
a place where another brook, a

large one, flows Into it, several miles,
should think, below ' the place

where "
She was going to say "where you

found me," but the thought of the way
which he had found her rushed

over her again; and this time, with
his glance directly upon her, although

was as cold and dispassionate and
indifferent as a man's look could well

as She Could 8ee

be, the recollection ot the meeting
to which she had been about to allude
rushed over her with an accompany
ing wave of color which heightened
her beauty as ' it covered her with
shame.'

' She could not realize that beneath
his mask of Indifference so deliber-
ately worn, the man was as agitated
as sne, not so much at the remem-
brance of anything that had trans
pired, but at the sight the splendid
picture, of the woman as she stood
there in the little cabin then. ' It seem
ed to him as It she gathered up in
ber own person all the radiance and
light and beauty, all the purity and
.freshness and anlendor of the uor

services at the house and the going
to and the return from the cemetery
to allow 'all to partake of a comfort-

able meal, prepared and served by
the "caterers and waiters, as soon as
they arrive from the interment, about
noon, thus allowing time afterward,
for the mingling together in profitable
and comforting Intercourse between
and among the different members of

the family on both sides, who have
not often been able to come together.
And thus, with no rushing and hurry- -

lug, to make the afternoon tialu.

The owner of that book, whether the
present possessor or not, had been a
college man. Say that he had gradu
ated at twenty-on- e or twenty-two- , he
would be twenty-eigh- t or twenty-nin- e

years old now, but if so, why that
white hair? Perhaps, though, the
book did not belong to the man of the
cabin. ., '. ; 4

She turned to other books on the
shelf. Many of them were technical
books, which she had sufficient gen
eral culture to realize could be only
available to a man highly educated,
and a special student of mines and
mining a mining engineer, she de-

cided, with a glance at those instru
ments and appliance of a scientific
character plainly, but of whose actual
use she was ignorant.

A rapid Inspection of the other
books confirmed her in the conclusion
that the man of the mountains was
Indeed the owner of the collection.
There '.were a few well worn volumes
of poetry and essays, Shakespeare, a
Bible, Bacon, Marcus Aurelius, Eplcte-tu- s,

Keats, a small dictionary, a com-

pendious encyclopedia, just the books,
she thought, smiling at her conceit,
that a man of education and culture
would want to have upon a desert is--!

land where his supply of literature
would be limited.

The old ones were autographed as
the first book she had looked In; oth-

ers, newer additions to the little li-

brary, if she could Judge their condi-
tion, were unsigned.

Into the corner cupboard and the
drawers, of course, she did not look.

There was nothing else In the room
to attract her attention, save some
piles of manuscript neatly arranged
on one of the shelves, each one cover-

ed with a square of board and kept
in place by pieces of glistening quartz.
There were four of these piles and an-

other half the size of the first four
on the table. These, of course, she did
not examine, further than to note that
the writing was in the same bold,
free hand as the signature in the
books. If she had been an expert she
might have deduced much from the
writing; as it was, Bhe fancied it was
strong, direct, manly.

Having completed her Inspection oi
this room, she opened the door and
went into the other. It was smaller
and less inviting. It had only one
window, and a door opened outside.
There was a cook stove here, and
shelves with cooking utensils and
grantteware, and more rude box re-

ceptacles on the walls which were fill-

ed with a bountiful and well selected
store of canned goods and provisions
ot various kinds. This was evident
ly the kitchen, supply room, china
cjoset. She saw no sign of a bed in
it, and wondered where and how the
man had spent the night

' '. . 7 1 . -- , tBy rights, ner mina snouia nave
been filled with her uncle and his
party, and in their alarm she should
have shared, but she was so extremely
comfortable, except for her foot wjiich
did not greatly trouble her so long as
she kept it quiet, that she felt a cer-

tain degree of contentment, not to say
happiness. The adventure was so ro-

mantic and thrilling rfiave for those
awful moments lnthe pool especially
to the soul of a conventional woman
who had been brought up in the most
humdrum and stereotyped fashion of
the earth's ways, and with never an
opportunity for the development of

the spirit of romance which all of us
exhibited some time in our life, and
which, thank God, some of us never
lose, that Bhe found herself revelling
In It

She lost herself In pleasing imagina-

tions of tales of her adventures that
she could tell when she got back to
her uncle, and when she got further
back to staid old Philadelphia. How

shocked everybody would be with it
all there! Of course, she resolved
that she would never mention one ep-

isode of that terrible day, and she had
somehow absolute confidence s)hat this
man, in spite of his grim, gruff taci-

turnity, who had shown himself so ex-

ceedingly considerate of her feelings,
would never mention it either.

She had so much food for thought
that not even in the late afternoon of
the long day could she force her mind
to the printed pages of the book she
had taken at random from the shelf
which lay open before her, where she
sat in the sun, her head covered by an
old "Stetson" that she had ventured
to appropriate. She had dragged a
bear skin out on the rocks in the sun
and sat curled up on it halt reclining
against a boulder watching the trail,
the Winchester by her side. She had
eaten so late a bteakfast that she had
made a rather frugal lunch out of
whatever had taken her fancy in the
store room, and she was waiting most
anxiously now for the return ot the
man.'.':' :' "!,

The season was late and the sun
sank behind the peaks quite early In
the afternoon, and it grew dark and
chill long before the shadows fell upon
the dwellers bt the lowlands.

Enid drew the bear skin around ber
and waited with an g ap--

Brahasalua. If she should be

er knew, when he turned up at the
office, whether he'd be handed a mop,
an opera ticket or a pair ot shears
and be was equally at home with an
three."

Largest Water Tank.
The water supply system of Cal-

cutta Includes the largest water tank
in the world. It covers an area of
two and one-thir- d acres', and the total
weight when it is full of water is 71,-00-0

tons. There are thirty-tw- o miles
of steel Joist In the vertical columns

ing, to shine and dazzle in his face.
As she hesitated in confusion, perhaps
comprehending Its cause, he helped
out her lame and baiting sentence.

"I know the canon well," he said.
I think I know the place to which

you refer. Is It Just above where the
river makes an enormous bend upon

" ;
Itself?"

"Yes, that is It f In that clearing
we have been camped or two weeks.
My uncle must be crazy with anxiety
to know what has become of me,

and"
The man interposed. ' '

'I will go there directly," he said.

"It is now half after ten. That place
Is about seven miles or more from
here across the range, fifteen or twen-
ty by the river. I shall be back by
nightfall. The cabin Is your own."

He turned away without another
word. .

"Wait," said the woman, '1 am
afraid to stay here."

She had been fearless enough before
in those mountains, but her recent ex-

perience had somehow unsettled her
' 'nerves.

"There is nothing on earth to hurt
you, I think," returned the man.

'There isn't a human being, so far as
I know, in these mountains."

"Except my uncle's party?"
He nodded. : '

"But there might be another bear,"
she added desperately, forcing herself.

"Not likely; and they wouldn't come
here if there were any. That's the
first grizzly I have seen in years,"
he went on, unconcernedly, studiously
looking away from her, not to add to
her confusion at the remembrance of

that awful episode which would ob-

trude itself on every occasion. "You
can use a rifle or' gun?"

She nodded. He stepped over to
the wall and took down the Winches-
ter which he handed her.

"This one is ready for service, and
you will find a revolver on the shelf.
There is only one possible way ot ac
cess to this cabin; that's down those
rock stairs. , One man, one woman, a
child, even, with these weapons could
hold It against an army."
. "Couldn't I go with you?"

"On that foot?"
Enid pressed her wounded foot upon

the ground. It was not so painful
when resting, but she found she could
not walk a step on It without great
suffering.

"I might carry you part of the way,"
said the man. "I carried you last
night, but it would be impossible, all
of it."

Promise me that you will be back
by nightfall, with Unole Bob and"

I shall be back by nightfall, but I
can't promise that I will bring any
body with me."

"You mean?"
"Yo.u law wTiat the cloudburst near

ly did for you," was the Chick an
swer. "It they did not get out oi tnai
pocket, there is nothing left of them
now."

'But they must have escaped," per
sisted the girl, fighting &own ber
alarm at this blunt statement of possi-

ble peril. "Besides, Uncle Robert and
most of the rest were climbing one of

the peaks, and "
They will be all right, then; but if

I am to find the place and tell them
yeur story, I must go now."

He turned, and without another
word or a backward glance, scrambled
down the hill. The girl limped to the
brink of the cliff over which he had
plunged and stared after him. She
watched him as long as she ould see
him, - until he was lost among the
trees. It she had anybody else to de-

pend upon, she would certainly have
felt differently toward him; when
Uncle Robert, and her aunt, and the
children, and old Klrkby, and the rest
surrounded her, she could hate that
man in spite of all he had done for
her, but now she stared after him de
terminedly making his way down the
mountain and through the trees. It
was with difficulty she could restrain
herself from calling him back.

The silence was most oppressive,
the loneliness was frightful. She had
been alone before In those mountains,
but from choice; now the fact that
there was no escape from them made
the sensation a very different one.

She sat down and brooded over her
situation until she felt that If she did
not do something and In some way di
vert her thoughts she would break
down again. He had said that the
cabin and Its contents were hers. She
resolved to inspect them more close-
ly. Bhe hobbled back Into the great
room and looked about her again.
There was nothing ' that '' demanded
careful scrutiny. She wasn't quite
sure whether she was within the pro-

prieties or not, but she zed the old
est and most warn of Che volumes on
the shelf. It was a text book on min
ing and metallurgy, she observed, and
opening It to the fly leaf, across the
page she saw Written In a firm, vig
orous masculine hand name, "Wil
liam Berkeley Newbold," and be-

neath these words, "Thayer Hall, Har
vard," and a data some seven years
baek. ;

they may return to their homes feel-

ing that it has been a family gath-
ering which has profited their souls."

Philadelphia Record.

. ; Oldtlme Versatility.
Henry Wfrfterson, in an Interview

In Washington, praised the American
Journalist of the old school.

"The Journalist pot the old school,"
said Mr. Watterson, with his hearty
laugh, "was remarkets above all
things for versatility. He, unlike your
oollege-bre-d Journalist of today, nev

SYNOP8IS.

Enid Maltland, a frank, free and un-
spoiled young Philadelphia girl, ia taken
to the Colorado mountains by her unci,
Robert Maltland. James Armstrong,
faltland's protege, falls In love with her.
lis Dersistent woolns: thrills the girl, but
he hesitates, and Armstrong goes east
l business without a definite answer,
nld hears the stonr of a mining engi

neer, Newbold, whose wife fell off a cltfT
land was so seriously hurt that he was
compelled to shoot her to prevent her be-
ans eaten bv wolves while he went for
jhelp. Klrkby, the old guide who tells the

torv. gives. Enid a package ot letters
rwhlr.h he says were found on the dead
(woman's body. She reads the letters and
kt Kirkby's request keeps them. While
bathing In mountain stream Enid Is at-
tacked by a bear, which Is mysteriously

A sudden deluge transform brook Into
raging-- torrent, which sweeps Enid Into
korge, where she Is rescued by a moun-
tain, hermit after a thrilling experience.
Campers In great confusion upon oiscov-Bn- g

Enid's absence when the storm
breaks. Maltland and Old Klrkby go In
(Search of the" girl. Enid discovers that
her ankle Is sprained and that she Is

to walk. Her mysterious rescuer
loarrles her to his camp. Enid goes to
Sleep In the strange man's bunk. Miner
teooks breakfast for Enid, after which
ihey go on tour of Inspection.

CHAPTER XI. (Continued). i

"I will go and cook you some break- -

while you get yourself ready. It
5ast you'll find a
r have not washed,

.

bucket of water and a basin ana towei
outside the door."

He went through the Inner door as
suddenly as he had come through the
outer one. He was a man of few words,
and whatever social grace he might
once have possessed, and In more fa-

vorable circumstances exhibited, was
not noticeable now. The tenderness
(with which he had caressed her the
bight before had also vanished.
! His bearing had been cool, almost
fcarsh and forbidding, and his manner
was as grim as his appearance. The
Conversation had been a brief one, and
her opportunity for inspection of htm

limited. Yet she had
tinsequentry

He was a tall, splendid
knan. No longer young, perhaps, but In

the prime of life and vigor. His
was dark and burned browner

by long exposure to sun and wind, win-

ter and summer. In spite of the brown,
jthere was a certain color, a hue of

health in his cheeks. His eyes were
lazel, sometimes brown, sometimes
(gray, and sometimes blue, she after-

ward learned. A short thick closely
Icut beard and mustache covered the
lower part of his face disguised but

tot hiding the squareness of his jaw
the firmness of his lips. ?

He had worn his cap when he enter-
ed, and when he took It oft she no-

ticed that his dark hair was tinged

pith white. He was dressed in a leath-

er hunting suit, somewhat the worse
for wear, but fitting him in a way to
Klve free play to all his muscles. His
movements ,were swift, energetic and
graceful. She did not wonder that he
had so easily hurled the bear to one
side and had managed to carry her no
light weight, Indeed! over whaf she
dimly recognized must have been a
horrible trail, which, burdened as he
was, would have been Impossible to a
man of less splendid vigor than he.

The cabin was low ceiled, and as
she sat looking up at him, he had tow- -

iered above her until he seemed to
fill It Naturally, she had scrutinized
ihis every action, as she had hung on
his every word. His swift and some
what startled movement, his frowning
as he had seized the picture on which
she had gazed with such Interest,
aroused the liveliest surprise and cu
riosity In her heart

Who was this woman? why was he
so quick to remove the picture from
her gaze? Thoughts rushed tumultu- -

eusly through her brain, but she real
ized at once that she lacked time to
Indulge them. She could hear him
moving about in the other room. She
threw aside the blanket with which
she had draped herself., changed the
bandage on her foot, . drew on the
heavy woolen stocking which, of
course, was miles too big for her, but
which easily took in ber foot and
ankle encumbered as they were by

Khe rude, heavy but effective wrapping,
Thereafter sne noooiea to tne aoor
knd stood tor a moment almost aghast
at the splendor and magnificence be
fore her. :, '

He bad built his cabin on a level
lehelf of rock perhaps fifty by a hundred
eet In area. It was backed up against an

vovertowering cliff, otherwise the rock
fell away In every direction. She di
vined that the descent from the shelf
into the pocket or valley spread before
her was sheer, except off to the
bight, where a somewhat gentler ao- -

jcllvity of huge and broken boulders
)gave a practicable ascent a sort of

itttanio stairs to me ptace percnea
on the mountain side. The shelf was
absolutely bare ' save lot the cabin
land a tow huge boulders. There were
a few sparse, stunted trees further up
on the- mountain side above; a tew
hundred feet beyond them, however,
came the tlmbes line, after which
jthere was nothing but the naked
rook.'

Below several hundred feet lay a
tlear, emerald pool, whose edges were

by pines, where It was not
dominated br high clitta Already Out

HO GLOOM AT HIS FUNERAL

Dying Man Wanted All the Mournful
t Features Omitted When He

Was Burled.

, A few days prior to the death of Al-

fred P. Reld, former burgess of West
fcihester, he made- - several requests
felative to his funeral,
i Tjet there be no display of mourni-

ng:, nor depression, nor gloom at my
funeral," he said. "Let there be no
funeral sermon lauding the dead, but

cabin, she felt that she could not en-

dure it She was never gladder of
anything in her life than when she
saw him suddenly break out of the
woods and start up the steep trail,
and for a moment her gladness was
not tempered by the fact which she
was presently to realize with great
dismay, that as he had gone, so he
now returned, alone.

CHAPTER XIII.

The Castaways of the Mountains.
The man was evidently seeking her,

for so soon as he caught sight of hei
he broke into a run and came bound-
ing up the steep ascent with the speed
and agility of a chamois or a mountain
sheep. As he approached the girl
rose to her feet and supported herself

In Spite of His Hand She Swayed.

upon the boulder against which she
had been leaning, at the same time ex-

tending her hand to greet him.
"Oh," she cried, her voice rising

nervously as he drew near, "I am so
glad you are back, another hour of
loneliness and I believe I should have
gone crazy."

Now whether that Joy in his return
was for him personally or for him ab-

stractly, he could not tell; whether
she was glad that he had come back
simply because he was a human being
who would relieve her loneliness or
whether she rejoiced to see him Indi-

vidually, was a matter not yet to be
determined. He hoped the latter, he
believed the former. At any rate, he
caught and held her outstretched
hand In the warm clasp of both his
own. Burning words of greeting
rusljefl. to his Hps torrcntlally; what

e said, however, was quite common
place, as is often the case. Word
thought and outward speech did not
correspond.

"It's too cold for you out here, you
must go Into the house at once," h
declared masterfully, and she obeyed
with unwonted meekness.

The sun had set and the night air
had grown suddenly chill. Still hold-
ing her hand, they started toward the
cabin a few rods away. Her wounded
foot wbb of little support to her and
the excitement had unnerved her, in
spite of his hand she swayed; without
a thought he caught her about the
waist and half lifted, half led her to
the door. It seemed as natural as it
was Inevitable for him to assist her In

this way, and In ber weakness and be-

wilderment she suffered it without
comment or resistance. Indeed, there
was such strength and power in his
arm, she was bo secure there, that she
liked it As for him, hts pulses were
bounding at the contact; but for that
matter even to look at her quickened
his heart beat

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Drainage of the Zuyder Zee.
A great project Is again before the

people of Holland the draining of the
Zuyder Zee. The sea, which, as every
one knows, is at the north of Holland
and covers an area of 60,000 hectares,
a hectare being practically two acres
and a half.

Just half a century ago a scheme to
drain the southern portion of the sea
was first mooted and although it re-

ceived considerable support, the oppo
sition, was greater, but now an asso
ciation has been formed and a bill will
ha Introduced into the chamber. The
nromoters see that with an Increased
population means must be taken to
enlarge the country and this reclama
tion of the sea is suggested as capable
of aeoomnlishment If the sea Is con
quered there are several lakes which
can be dealt with later.

Overheard.
"Helghol" said Blldad, as Jimpson--

hrr flashed br in bis motor car. "1

wish I had a motor car."
"Oh, nonsense, Bill," said Slathers.

"What's the use? You couldn't af-

ford to keep it"
"No," said Blldad, "but I oould at

, ... ..11 l trr- - Vw u '

and bracings, and In the foundations
twenty miles of steel Joists and tie
bars.'"- -

; 'M ; v'
'

The capacity of the tank is 8,900,000
gallons ot water. The tank acts as a
balancer and to assist the pumps when
they cannot send sufficient water into
the mains to meet the demand. Dur-
ing the night' hours, when the pumps
provide more water than is required,
the excess quality goes Into the tank;
when' the demand ia greater the wa-

ter from the tank flows automatical
In Into the mains. w

submission, but ot respect.
In those days when a famous sot.

dier died flags were lowered out ol
respect to his memory. The custom
long ago passed trom purely mili-
tary usage to public life of all kinds,
the flag flying at half mast being a
sign that the dead man was worthy
of universal respect The space left
above It is for the flag of the great
conqueorr of all the angel of death.

Motor Cars and Mosquitoes.
Mosquitoes, flies and gnats of every

description are said to be more numer-
ous in Paris this year than ever be-

fore. It has become a veritable In-

vasion. The explanation usually giv-

en is that the swallows are much few-
er this summer, and also that th
ubiquitous sparrow is notably on the
decrease. Nobody can find a reason
for the desertion of the swallows, bul
the reason of the scarcity of spar-
rows is not far to seek. The enemy
is mechanical traction, which is sup-
planting the use of the horse. Before
long horses will practically have dis-

appeared in Paris and when theii
nosebags go there will disappear on
of the principal staples of food for the
Paris "pierrot," who is talcing wing foi
the country in search of the grains
on the boulevards and avenue,
on the boulevard and avenues.

Adulation Pleased Rousseau.
Rousseau, whose bicentenary cele-

bration occasioned a riot in Paris th
other day, created a sensation when
he visited England in 1766. "Rousseau
and his Armenian dress," wrote Lord
Charlemont, "were followed bj
crowds when he first arrived in Lon-
don, and as long as this species ot
admiration lasted he was contented
and happy. Garrick not only gave s
supper in his honor, but played two
characters specially to please him.
Rousseau was highly gratified, bul
Mrs. Garrick declared that Bhe had
never spent a more unpleasant eve
ning in her life, the philosopher be
ing so anxious to display himself,
and hanging over the front of the
box so much, that she was obliged to
hold him by the skirts of his coat to
prevent him from falling over into
the pit."

Collective Housekeeping.
An English paper tells of an experi

ment in collective housekeeping in
what is known as Brent Garden vil-

lage. The dwelling houses contain all
improvements except a kitchen. Meals
for everybody are cooked at a cen-
tral hall, and may either be eaten
there or sent home. A four-cours-e

dinner costs only 1 shilling and
pence. Servants are supplied, when
needed, from the central hall at s
cost of about ten cents an hour, .'

T--
The Love in Fictfoh and Life.

A periodical devoted to the drama
pleads for plays based on some emo-
tion other than love. The difficulty in
producing such plays is that every
play must have a hero, and in mak-
ing a hero the playwright, as well as
his audience, almost inevitably adopts
the view expressed 2,000 years ago by
a scribbler of the dead wail of Pom
peii: "He who has never loved a
woman is not a gentleman."

Triumph of Machine Building.
English engineers have succeeded

in building a paper making machine
that will turn out 650 feet of newspa
per, 175 inches wide, a minute.

If you would win life's battle you
must be a hard hitter and a poor quit
ter.

A FOOD CONVERT
'Good Food the True Road to Health.

The pernicious habit some persons
still have of relying on nauseous drugs
to relieve stomach trouble keeps up
the patent medicine business and helps
keep up the army of dyspeptics.

Indigestion dyspepsia is caused
by what is put into the stomach in the
way of improper food, the kind that
so taxes the strength of the digestive
organs they are actually crippled.

When this state is reached, to resort
to tonics is like whipping a tired
horse with a big load. Every addi-
tional effort he makes under the lash
diminishes his power to move the
load.

Try helping the stomach by leaving
off heavy, greasy, indigestible food
and take on Grape-Nut- s light easily
digested, full of strength for nerves
and brain, in every grain of it There's
no waste of time nor energy when
Grape-Nut- s is the food.

"I am an enthusiastic user of Grape
Nuts and consider it an ideal food."
writes a Maine man:

"I had nervous dyspepsia and was
all run down and my food seemed to
do me but little good. From reading
an advertisement I tried Grape-Nut- s

food, and, after a few weeks' steady
use ot it, felt greatly improved.

, "Am much stronger, not nervoua
now, and can do more work without
feeling so tired, and am better every

' ''
i : ;':

"1 relish Grape-Nut- s best with cream
and use four heaping teaspoonfuls as
the cereal part of a meal. I am sure
there are thousands ot persons with
stomach trouble who would be bene
flted by using Grape-Nuts.- " Name glv-e- n

by Postum Co, Battle Creek, Mich.
Read the little book, "The Road to
WellviUe," in pkgs. "There's a rea-
son."'. V:,'' .,;' '.,.- ;, ,f

Ett tm th above Irttvrf A was apswars from Uma to lm. Tl-- r
am trae, aa4 fait t ksmu

tempered sufllciently to be merely
cool and agreeable. She luxuriated
in It for a few moments, and while was
she had her face buried in the towel,
rough, coarse, but clean, she heard a
step. She looked up in time to see
the man lay down upon the bench a was
small mirror an4 a clean comb. He was
said nothing as he did so, and she had so
no opportunity to thank him before had
he was gone. The thoughtfulness of

the act affected her strangely, and she
was very glad of a chance to unbrald the
her hair, comb It out and plait It
again. She had not a hair pin left, of
course, and all she could do with it
was to replalt it and let it hang upon
her shoulders. Her coiffure would have
looked very strange to civilization, but
out there in the mountains, it was em-

inently appropriate.
Without noticing details, the man

felt the general effect as she limped
back into the room toward the table.
Her breakfast was ready for her. It
was a coarse fare, bacon, a baked po-

tato, hard tack crisped before the fire,
coffee, black and strong, with sugar,
but no cream. The dishes matched
the fare, too, yet she noticed that the
fork was ot silver, and by her plate
there was a napkin, rough dried, but at
of fine linen. The man had Just set
the table when she appeared. I

I am sorry I have no cream," he
said, and then, before she could make
comment or reply, he turned and
walked out of the room, hts purpose in
evidently being not to embarrass her
by his presence while Bhe ate.

Enid Maltland had grown to relish It
the camp tare, bringing to It the appe- -

Watched Him as Lonfl

tite ot good health and exertion. She
had never eaten anything that tasted
so good to her as that rude meal that
morning, yet she would have, enjoyed
the brimming, smoking coffee pot on
it better, she thought, if he had only
shared it with her, It she had not been
compelled to eat It alone. She has-
tened her meal on that account; deter
aimed as soon as she had finished her
breakfast to seek the man and have
some definite understanding with
him.

And, after all, she reflewed that
she was better alone thav in his
presence, for there would come steal-
ing into ber thoughts the distressing
episode ot the morning before, try

prayers offered, comforting passages
read trom God's word and grand old
hymns sung, and the reading of some
appropriate portions of poems. No
ohurch funeral and no retiring of the
family and relatives to upstairs
rooms; but let them sit In the lower
rooms . around the casket, and then
arise and follow it out to the waiting
carriages to proceed to the grave. . No
flowers and no floral designs accom-
panying the procession, to be plied
upon the grave. ;

"Let there, be ample time, for the


